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(^o The Hiftorieof 

for powder, thcylc fill a pit as well as better :tu£h man , mortal! 
mcn> mortall men* 

jfV/.I, but, Sirlohnj mcc-thinkes they are exceeding poprc 
and bare, too beggarly, 

F 4 I, Faith, for their pouerty, 1 know not where they had that, 
And for their barencsj I am fure they ncuer learnt that of me, 
Pm.No ile be fwornejvnlelfc you call three fingers on theribs 
b%rc : but firra, make haft, Percy is already in the field, Exitt 

Ed. What is the King incamp’d.^ ’ 

Weji, He is Sir lohny I Teare v\ c (hall ftay too long, 

Ed. Well, to the latter end ofa Fray, and the beginning of a 
Feaft, fits a dull fighter, and akecne guert, Extmt 

Enter Hotjpury TEorcefter, Dewghtty And Vemen. 

Weele fight with him to night, 

JVor. It may not be. 

You giuc him then aduantage, 

PmNotawhit, 

Hot, Why fay you fo ? lookes he notforfupply J 
Ver, So doe wee. 

Her. His is certainc, ours is dubtfull. 
fEor.Good coofen be aduifde, ftir not to night. 

Do not, my Lord. 

Z)<TO». Youdoeaaotcounfcllwcll: 

Then fpeakc it outof feare, and cold heart. 

E'er. Do not flaunder, Dewglar, by my life, ^ 

And 1 dare well maintaine it with tny life j 
Ifwdi refpecled honor bid me on, 

1 holdaslittlccounfellwithweakc feare. 

As you my Lord, or Any Scot that thisday Hues .* 

Let it bcfeenc to morrow in the battell, which of rs feares* 

DoS’. Yea ,orto night. firr. Content, 

Hot. To night fay I. 

Trr. Come, come, it may not be, 

1 vvondcrmuchbeingmenoffuch great leadingas you are, 
That you forefee not what impediments 
Drag backe our expedition : certai ne Horfe 
Of ray coofen are not yet come vp, 

Tour 


Henry the Fourth, 

Your Vflcte mreefiers Horfe came but to day. 

And now their pride and mcttall is afleepe, 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 
ThatnotaHorfc ishalfethehalfe ofhimfelfe. 

Hot> So are the Horfes of the Encmic, 

In generall ioutney bated and brought low; 

The better part of ours are full of reft. 

Wor. The number ofthe King exceedeth ours ; 

- for Gods fake, Coofen, ftay tillall come in. 

Ei>e Trawfet founds a f dr ley. Enter Sir Wdter Blunt, 
Blunt. I come with gracious offer from the King, 
Ifyou vouchfafe me hearingand rcfpedf. 

Hot. . Welcome, lir Walter Blunt : and would to God 
You were of our determination j 
, Someofvsloueyouwell,andeuenthofcfomc 
Enuic y our great deferuinges and good name, 

Becaufe you are not of our quality, 

Butftand ag^inftvslikcanEnemie, 

Blunt. And God defend, but ftill I Ihould (land fo. 
So long as out oflimit and true rule. 

You ftand againftannoynted Maieftyi 
But to ray charge. The King hath fent to know 
The nature of your griefes, and whereupon 
You coniure from the bread of ciuill Peace, 

Such bold Hottility, teaching his dutious Land 
Audacious cruelty. If that the King 
Haue any way your good defertes forgot. 

Which he confelfeth to be manifold, 

He bids you name your griefes, and with all fpeed, 
You fliall baue your defires with intereft. 

And pardon abfblute for your felfc,and thefe. 

Herein mif-led by your fuggeftion, 

Hot. The King is kind: and well wee-know, the King 
linowes at what time to promife, when to pay .* 

My Father, my Vncle, and my felfc), 

Did giue him that fame royalty he wcarcs. 

And when he was not fixe and twenty ftrong, 
oicke in the worldes regard, wretched, and low^ 
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